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Notes 


just something really dumb 


See the end of the work for more notes 


“I found this, it made me think of you.” Mark said, bringing the gift up to the surface and Falcon 
gasped. His eyes wide as he took in the sight. “I uh. I hope you like it.” He added as Falcon 
carefully took it from him. His tail swished nervously behind him in flashes of red and gold. 
Breaching the surface of the shallows where they rested and sending small waves out to sea. 


“Tt’s beautiful, Mark.” Falcon replied as he examined the conch shell. It was a deep shade of rose 
with 3 little spikes along the side. It was bigger than his hand and definitely larger than the average 
shell he’d seen in town. Those, he was sure of, were made of porcelain and not an authentic 
treasure from the ocean floor. 


Mark’s smile faltered as laughter bubbled up from his chest as Falcon slowly put it up to his ear. 
“What are you doing?” He asked and Falcon blushed. 


“Well, to humans. Conch shells are a way to hear the ocean from far away. It sounds like it when 
you listen. It’s not really the ocean though. It’s the sound of the blood rushing through your ear that 
you hear. But it’s more romantic to say it’s the ocean.” Falcon spoke, taking the shell away from 
his ear and holding it out, “did you wanna try?” He asked. 


“T never knew you could hear something inside of a shell before.” Mark replied, taking the shell 
and mimicking what Falcon did. A smile spread across his face. 


“It does sound like the ocean!” He exclaimed as he closed his eyes. “You were right. It does sound 
more romantic.” 


“Tm glad.” Falcon replied, leaning forward and softly kissing Mark’s cheek, the taste of salt water 
still lingering on his beak even after he pulled away. 
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